>"Please! Moooom!" Lincoln pleaded, his pants getting ruined from the kneeling and dragging he kept doing.
>Rita rolled her eyes, putting a bunch of clothes into the washing machine, pressing the button to start it.
>"Lincoln... sweetie. I told you already. The answer is no!" she said with a sigh.
>"But mom! All my friends are going! And I can't be the only to NOT go! And..." Lincoln kept rambling on, grabbing on to Rita's pants as he faked-cried into her leg.
>"Lincoln... just listen to me! We're saying no because--" 
>"Pleasepleasepleaseplease!!!" Lincoln interrupted her, getting up as he wrapped his arms around her, his face rubbing up against her stomach.
>Rita nearly lost her balance, her butt managing to wedge itself on the corner of the washing machine.
>"Lincoln, sweetie. Come on now." Rita said sweetly, trying to gently push him off.
>Lincoln fought back as he pressed his body even more against Rita's.
>"Come on, mom! This is the only thing I'll ask for. For the rest of the year even!" 
>At just that moment, the spin cycle on the washing machine began, tingling immediately coursing through Rita's entire body.
>Rita nearly lost her balance, her hands coming forward, placing them on Lincoln's shoulders.
>"S-sweetie... it's not funny anymore. You need to get off now." Rita gasped as the vibration from the washing machine got faster and faster.
>Lincoln was stubborn, his mind completely set on getting the money for those tickets.
>He didn't even realize what was going on.
>Rita's breathing increased, her legs melting as the spin cycle continued.
>"L-Lincoln..." she moaned lowly, Lincoln barely able to hear what she said.
>Lincoln continued to press his body against her, continuing to talk about the money and tickets, completely oblivious to the situation.
>Rita's legs opened, the vibrating along with Lincoln's weight on her pushed her over the edge.
>She got completely soaked, squeaking and moaning through her lips, trying not to make a noise as she bit her lower lip.
>Lincoln felt his shirt wet, looking down, immediately jumping back.
>"Uhh... mom? I-I'm sorry... I didn't know that... umm.." Lincoln looked down at his feet.
>He was so caught up with getting money he didn't even realize what he was doing.
>The only sound in the room was the washing machine in the room.
>He slowly looked up, curious to see his mom's expression.
>Rita didn't get off from the washing machine, her face completely flushed red as she began to pull down her pants.
>Lincoln's heart raced, his eyes unable to break away from the wet opening, glistening in the basement light.
>Rita exhaled, almost as if she was completely out of breath, her entire body still shaking with excitement.
>"D-Do you wanna help mommy out with this?" 

>Lincoln gulped, completely mesmerized by the sight before him.
>He was simply an arm's reach away, Rita grabbing him gently by the shoulder, pulling him in.
>Lincoln's body moved on its own, coming closer to Rita, the corner of the washing machine still firmly pressed between her butt.
>Rita pulled Lincoln in closer, completely lost in her ecstasy.
>She pulled Lincoln's head slowly into her crotch before coming to a full stop, hoping he would know what to do next.
>Lincoln moved his head, his eyes still fixed on his mother's lower lips.
>Saliva drooled from his lip, his mouth agape without his noticing it.
>His tongue stuck out, his lips pressing up against hers.
>Lincoln was inexperienced, going completely on lust and instinct alone.
>He continued to lap away her juices, tasting bitter yet sweet.
>His hands wrapped around Rita's waist, firmly grasping her butt.
>Rita let out small moans, trying her best to stay quiet.
>She allowed an occasional yelp out as the washing machine would randomly shake even more violently.
>Her love nectar continued to flow, Rita squirming and twitching in place, Lincoln lapping every bit up.
>He leaned back, looking up with joyful, yet confused eyes, meeting his mother's gaze.
>"I... I feel.." he stammered.
>"I know, sweetie." She said, lovingly stroking his cheek with the back of her hand.
>"Go get that box over there." she pointed.
>Lincoln wasted no time, bringing the box over, placing it immediately down beside the washing machine.
>His pants came right off, his member standing at attention.
>Rita looked at Lincoln's log, looking at it with practically heart-eyed pupils.
>She bit her lip, her hand stroking the underside of it.
>"Ah!" Lincoln exclaim, almost as if in pain, twitching at the mere touch.
>Rita smiled, leaning down.
>A hand lifted up Lincoln's chin, Rita's lips pressing up against his lips.
>It was nothing more than a peck, lasting about 5 seconds before she separated, smiling at Lincoln.
>"It's going to be alright." she told him, reassuring him.
>Lincoln nodded, grabbing on to Rita's thighs as she guided his member to her opening.
>He quickly thrust forward, completely shaking as he fell forward on Rita.
>Her arms wrapped around the shaking boy, stroking his head.
>"Shh shh shh... it's alright."  she cooed in his ear.
>Lincoln was reassured by her words, getting himself up, still balancing himself by holding on to Rita's thighs.
>Rita unbuttoned her shirt, her bare breasts falling keeping Lincoln up and interested.
>Slowly, he began to move his hips, pleasure coursing through his entire body with every thrust.
>"Gah!" Lincoln moaned and groaned, the pleasure being too much for him.
>Rita assisted him, her arms still wrapped around him, helping him with his movements as she pushed his butt inward as he thrusted.
>Lincoln's head rested on Rita's chest, her soft bosom caressing him.
>In his lust, his hands reached up, massaging her breasts, his mouth finding a nipple as he placed it into his mouth.
>Rita bit her lower lip, moans barely escaping her, still being covered by the sound of the washing machine.
>The walls of her pussy wrapped tightly around Lincoln's cock, ready to fully accept him.
>Lincoln moaned, his movements getting faster, biting down on Rita's nipples.
>Rita moaned loudly at the sudden sensation, Lincoln exploding and releasing his seed deep into her, her love juices overflowing, mixing with Lincoln's.
>Both of them gasped for air, Lincoln still resting comfortably on Rita's breasts.
>The washing machine quieted down, getting to the cooling stage.
>Rita caught her breath, ready to get up, but Lincoln remained devoid of energy, unable to get up.
>She smiled as she continued to stroke Lincoln's hair and back.
>"At least you forgot all about your tickets, didn't you?" she giggled to herself.
>Lincoln didn't hear a word she said, falling right to sleep.
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